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having consummated their marriage in the flesh, and having been
buried separately and apart, were, after death, joined together in the
same tomb "without anyone's having lent a hand." Which signifies, ac-
cording to a very beautiful sentence of Bossuet, that "they are not
the most beautiful loves in which lust is involved," etc. So that it
would amount to insulting chastity not to accept a miracle that proves
its wonderful efficacy.11 "It is easy to understand," he says elsewhere
(Sermon pour la Compassion de la Sainte Vierge), "that nature can
do nothing on this occasion." Oh, of course not!
I occasionally have great trouble, when reading Bossuet, in keeping
back a smile of irreverence.
6 April
Schubert's exquisite Barcarolle, in which the voice melts and flows
and mingles with the accompanying murmur of the water, a melody
that one imagines sung in an undertone and almost in a whisper (in
the way in which the marvelous Viennese singer, whose name escapes
me, sang the Serenade in the film on the Unfinished Symphony), I
heard that barcarolle declaimed yesterday (and I was about to say:
bawled out) by an unknown torchsinger (unknown to me) who finds
in it a pretext to show off her fine organ; and this under an absurd
title: Message d'amour*2 It remained rather fine all the same, though
banalized, disenchanted. The text is by Count von Stollberg; I should
like to reread it and compare it with the French translation.13
10 April
That morning, I was in E major. Each of my thoughts comprised
four sharps; plus all the accidents that come up in the course of the
modulation. I transposed into E all the old refrains that drummed in
my ears with obsessive obstination. All were not vulgar, besides, and
sometimes a certain phrase from the Pastoral Symphony or from a
Bach Largo would win out over Les Gars de la Marine or the old
Chanson de la Boiteuse of the late Paulus.14 All I could achieve was
to replace one with another, never to stop the current and impose si-
lence. Once the tune had begun, it would continue flowing endlessly
for hours, persisting through conversations, events, landscapes, and
probably even through my sleep, as far as I could judge by the re-
sumption, on awaking, of the obsession on which, with which, I had
II  "I shall not seek reasonings to prove this truth; but I shall establish
it by a great miracle that I read in St. Gregory of Tours," [A.]
12 Message of Love.
18 I have done so: love doesn't enter into it at all. [A.]
M Both The Boys of the Navy and the Song of the Lame Girl have long
been popular songs.